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Joe leaned into the bulkhead by the flatsceen telly that was mounted behind the driver. The curtain was pulled 
and it was just them on the Attack bus - Viv and Phil and Rick were a bus behind where no meat or alcohol 


contaminated their ordered little lives. 


They'd been traveling a few hours now. The road between nowhere and somewhere long and monotonous. Joe 
had read his book, cleared out his email inbox, sent corny jokes of the day to all his usual victims, and had 
even watched an hour or so of news before clicking it off in despair. 


He could eat, he reckoned. A sandwich and a bag of chips with a soda would pass twenty minutes. Maybe thirty 
if he wanted to get fussy with the mustard. Boredom snacking and constant meals at catering weren't helping 
his diet. No matter how much running he did on stage the weight just didn't come off like is used to. 


Drinking was an option He could sober up before sound check if he started now. Pop a few paracetamol and 
down a coffee and he'd be good to go again. Drinking alone wasn't fun, and drinking just to cure some 


temporary boredom was a young man's game. 


The silence from the lack of telly let him hear the faintest noise from the back of the bus. Sav had ensconced 
himself in his bunk and hadn't been seen much. Joe figured he was homesick and let him facetime his wife in 
private. Joe was lonely too. It wasn't late back home but Kristine would be shuffling the kids between sporting 
practice and playgroups. 


He shuffled down the small path to the bunks, listening as the plink of bass strings got louder and stronger the 
closer he got. It wasn't one of their songs and not Richard's normal style. Joe shifted to lean against the bunk 
and listen to Sav play. 


The music stopped after a few more bars. Joe was digging it. It wouldn't work for Leppard's style but it had a 
rice funky beat to it. A pair of feet swung off the bed and Sav pushed the curtain aside, bass still over his 


midsection with Sav hunching over it to fit in the narrow opening. 
| could hear you breathe at the other end of the bus." 


Sav had to look up at him, still all blonde hair and intense eyes. He'd taken to putting his hair up into a messy 
bun perched on the crown of his head. If his hair was crimped and the elastic had been neon green he would 
have looked straight out of 1981. Joe had an affinity for it. Sav's hair was better kept than in days of old, 


much less backteasing and Aqua Net. It was still dark at the roots, the bastard, and he had to dye the ends 
blonde. Joe had to dye his blonde to cover the gray. 


"Joe?" Sav tilted his head, fingers silent on the fretboard. 


‘Sorry, feeling a bit wheezy." Joe lied through his teeth, giving a slight cough to cover himself. "It'll pass. What 


were you playing?" 

Sav shrugged. "All sorts of things. Some Zeppelin and Deep Purple. Boston. Journey." 

"No." Joe had heard everything those bands ever played. It wasn't them. "The last one, the.." Joe moved his 
fingers over an invisible bass. He could get by on guitar after forty years of practice, but bass was all still 
Sav's. "Sounds like early Rush." 


Sav bobbed his head twice and dropped back into the complex line. 


"Yeah, that one." Sav played the riff again as Joe watched. Sav had to focus on playing and the tiniest little pink 


of tongue stuck out as he worked. "You write it?" he asked when Sav came to the end again. 


"Nah. Greta Van Fleet, kids out of Michigan. Song called ‘Cold Wind’. You'd like them, very Zepp-ish." Sav used his 
leq to cradle his bass to his stomach, reaching both arms up to adjust his bun. It was knocking against the 
edge of the bunk above him, causing more tiny filaments to come loose and halo around his head. 


Joe stared openly, unable to stop himself. His hair would look great in the spotlight or backlit by a sidefill. Sav 
always had his hair up in the dressing room. Joe used it to his advantage to get worked up for the stage. By 


call time it was always down, carefully finger combed out and left in messy waves. 


"Joe," Sav got his attention again. "Something wrong with my hair? you keep staring at it" 


Thank goodness they were alone when he brought it up. Joe knew he was staring and had been the entire tour. 
He should have been ogling the ladies in the front rows or Phil's toned physique. Instead he had a Sav hair kink. 
His lucky fucking year. 


Sav reached up to his bun again and fiddled with the elastic, then he felt around his skull for anything stuck in 


his hair. 


"It doesn't make my face worse like this, does it?" He patted his cheek and his frozen eyelid. "| would have hope 


you'd've told me by now if it did" 


"No, it's fine. You're fine." Joe's bad knee was already complaining about absorbing the bounce from the bus so 
he sat on the bunk opposite Sav. "It looks.. really nice up like that” Joe wasn't great on physical compliments. He 
could tell Kristine every day how beautiful she was but men didn't say that to each other. It was a bit too 
Queer Eye for a proper bloke. 


"Is easier up like this. | can't feel it get in my mouth sometimes and now it's out of the way." Joe 
remembered from his long hair days. His hair was constantly in his food or under his shoulder while he was 
trying to sleep. He kept it long now, but not that long. Short hair didn't suit him either. "Nothing worse than a 
big mouthful of hair." 


Sav flipped his hair around, letting the loose ponytail hang in front of his face. It hung down over his eyes but 


cleared his mouth. He shook his head again, watching as his hair swung from side to side in front of him. 


"You should grow yours out a bit more." Sav had flipped his hair back and was looking at Joe now. "Looked good 
when you had it down to here." Sav held his hands at collarbone level. Joe remembered that style, cut so the 
ends had the slightest curl to them. At least Sav wasn't suggesting another perm. 


"You didn't like the ‘19 Mitch Mitchell look?" Joe sunk a hand into his straight locks and held a section out. "| 
thought | was the King Shit back in the day." 


"That was alright for the time, but you have to modernize it a bit if you want curls again" Sav reached out 
across the small path and carefully grabbed sections of Joe's hair, running his fingers through the strands. 
"You need to moisturize. That lifting is really stripping your hair." 


Joe was stunned at the contact and the intimacy. They'd had bro-hugs and photo ops but this was different. 


Sav was in his space and touching him, not due to a small dressing room or a camera's limitations. 


"You like that?" Sav started at his roots and ran the length of his hair, pulling on the ends a bit with a gleam 
in his eye. "You like having your hair played with?" Joe nodded, extra tightness on the strands Sav held. He 
could blame the connection on his first wife, always wanting to do his hair which always lead to sex. It was 


conditioned as a behaviour quickly. 


Sav pulled his hands out, grabbing his bass and standing to set it on the higher bunk. He fished around for a 


minute, holding out a scrunchee for Joe to inspect. "Let me put yours up, see if you like it” 


Joe bent forward slightly to give Sav access to his scalp. The man had talented fingers and scooped up his hair 


into a matching ponytail with ease, looping the band around a few times before looking at his work. 
It felt tight to Joe, pulled in a direction his hair wasn't used to going. "Well?" he asked as Sav gawked. 


‘Its not a look that works for you." Sav snapped a photo with his phone and showed Joe. The thin pony tail 
stood straight up and his stiff, bleach damaged hair poked up from the top like carrot greens. 


"Funny Savage." Sav stole back his phone and started pressing buttons. "Post that and I'll stab you." 
"Oh come off it" Joe knew the image was already up. "Put one of me on. Sonly fair.” 


"Yeah, but you look." Joe shut his mouth. Any word that popped out next would seriously damage his man 


card. 


Sav tilted his head again, sending said ponytail moving. "I look what Joe? Don't say a tit, been wearing it up for 
too long for you to be completely honest" 


Sexy, Joe thought. Hot Adorable. Handsome. Joe knew none of those words would work, so his brain retreated 


to a second form level. "Uhhh, good," he said, out of more neutral synonyms. 

He took another photo of Sav for himself, but posted the one he'd taken earlier when Sav was playing. The 
earlier photo was more neutral, just Sav jamming along, not Sav and Joe's newest kink on display for the whole 
world to see. That photo, the one he just took, Sav's headshot, would live on his camera where no one else 


would see it. 


Sav tipped his head again, letting the pony tail fall over his eyes. He looked between the blonde stands at Joe. 
"Just good?" 


"Good, damn it" He had no reason to be moody with Richard, even if he felt like the innocent act was more of 


a tease than truth. 
"How good?" Sav pushed, staring Joe down. "Enough to kiss me?" 


It had been years, since before the wives and children and guilty consciences. Joe hadn't played that side of 
the field much but the rumours of Sav always made him look twice at his old friend. 


He was smiling under that swing of hair, lopsidedly but all the more lovely for it. "Just knowing | could is 


enough for me. l'm not gonna press the issue." 


Joe couldn't believe he was being given an out and was unsure he even wanted it. "If things were different." 


"| know. It's alright." Sav's smile shifted, more melancholic now than heated. It was amazing how much he said 
while speaking very little. Sav stood again and leaned towards Joe, dropping a quick kiss on his forehead. He 


moved away before Joe could catch his breath. "Making a sandwich. You want one?" 


Joe watched as he reached into the cupboard, pulling down the bag of bread and a small tin of Princes ham. 
Working in the kitchenette gave Joe enough time to regret his missed opportunity as he watched Sav expertly 
apply salad creme to the bread. 


Sav gave his hair another flick after he'd assembled his sandwich and Joe launched himself from the bunk, 


unable to resist. 


